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The Only Chapter 


Author's Notes: 

This is the fault of.no wait, | guess it's my fault, really. | didn't stop it, | didn't hide from it, and regardless of 
what other people might think, | cracked myself the fuck up writing it. So, who's to say | wasn't a fly on the 
wall in a Piggly Wiggly in 1984? 


San Francisco, 1184 


"Fuck no, put that back" James ordered as he continued pushing the cart down the aisle of the Piggly Wiggly. 


"Why?" Lars ignored him and threw the bottle of Hunt's ketchup into the cart. Appropriately it landed right on 
top of the frozen bag of Ore-Ida crinkle cut french fries. 


Lars stooped to decide on the creamier condiment, his green eyes flashing between Mayonnaise and Miracle 
Whip. Mayonnaise, definitely, that fucking Miracle shit was too sweet.unless you wanted to use it for tuna 
salad. Lars looked into the cart, no tuna in sight, so he grabbed the mayo jar and tossed it in. His fingers 


lingered on the carts metal edge, eyebrows screwing down onto his eyes. 


"What the fuck?" Lars reached down, grabbing the bottle by it's white cap and pulled the offending item to his 


nose. 
"What's your fucking problem, midge?" 


"Heinz?" Lars asked, incredulous. He shook the bottle at James, and then shoved it back on the shelf. He 
grabbed the Hunt's and threw it in the cart. "No fucking Heinz is touching my fucking french fries." 


James grabbed the Hunt's bottle and placed it on a top shelf. He took another Heinz ketchup and threw it into 
the cart, with force. He turned on Lars. 


"They're not your fucking french fries, they are our french fries, asshole. And we are not, not buying Hunts." 
James grabbed the handle of the cart and began pushing down the aisle. 


Lars‘ fingers gripped at the corner of the handle and the cart pulled hard to the right, crashing into the 
pickles. A jar wobbled precariously at the edge. Lars snagged it before it fell. 


"Oooh. Pickles." He threw the jar into the cart, then made a forlorn glance to the Hunt's ketchup that sat out 
of his reach on the top shelf. "Fuck" Two beats. "What the fuck am | thinking?" He stomped over to the 
ketchup display and pulled out a new bottle of Hunt's pitching it through the air and into the cart. 


James growled. 


Lars came back and reached into the cart to snag the Heinz and set it in the open space left by his pickles. 


James was glaring at him. 
"What?" 


"What is your fucking problem with Heinz ketchup?" James asked, his knuckles white from his grip on the cart, 
body tensed, eyebrows drawn. 


Lars flitted by, moving on as if it was settled. Over his shoulder he threw his best excuse. "Tastes too 


tomato-ee." 


James rammed him in the back of the legs with the cart. Lars yelped in pain. A woman, shopping with her 
small child, turned around at the end of the aisle and started shopping in the other direction 


"Motherfucker." He turned on James. 

"What the fuck do you mean it tastes too," James put on a whiny inflection, "Towmaytoweee?" 

"Just what | said, dick" 

"Lars, it's fucking ketchup. Its made out of fucking tomatoes. What's it supposed to taste like?" 

"Ketchup." 

"Arrrgh.’ James turned and dragged the cart back to the ketchup display, he took the Hunt's bottle from the 
cart, slammed it back onto a shelf next to some barbecue sauce and glared at Lars. He reached out, gingerly, 
exaggeratedly, and pulled a Heinz bottle from it's display and gently laid it in the kiddie seat just about the time 


Lars started towards him. 


"No, no, no no no, NO!" With each word the tempo of Lars’ steps increased. He grabbed the edge of the cart 
and shook it. He reached over to get the Heinz, his fingers barely grazing the back support for the child seat. 


Lars jerked the cart to one side in frustration, wrapping his fingers around the Heinz bottle and hurtled it to 
the floor. Ketchup and glass flew in every direction. He pointed with one small finger, his body vibrating when 
he finally spoke. 

"We are not--" 

"You stupid dick" 

“fucking buying that--" 

"Look at my fucking shoes, asshole." James’ white Converse were red. 

"motherfucking fucking ketchup! It taste like TOMATOES and." Lars took a shuddering breath. 

James screwed up his features and surveyed his shoes. He looked up at Lars. 


"And what?" 


"And," Lars stammered, "it takes to long to get out of the bottle." 


"Not if you do it that way." James deadpanned. 


Lars grabbed the corner of the cart and stalked down the aisle toward the cash registers, pulling shit off the 
shelves as he passed. 


They didn't speak to each other in the check out. 


They didn't speak to each other on the ride home. Really. Unless you count the near miss at the intersection 
as James blew the red light and Lars screamed. That wasn't really talking though. 


They pulled up in the driveway and jerked the bags from the trunk of the car, almost silent as they made 
their way into the house, exchanging only the mildest of pleasantries. 


Under their breath. 
Through gritted teeth. 
"Asshole." 

"Dick" 


They rounded the corner to the kitchen. Cliff was sitting at the table, smoking the last of his joint. He looked 
up under heavily lidded eyes, smiled. 


"Cool." He said, his chest jumping with a quiet laugh. "Munchies." 

Cliff wandered over to where Lars had placed a bag on the counter. He sifted through its contents with one 
hand and every ounce of his attention The red bag caught his eye and he snatched the corner of it, pulling it 
free of the other items. 

Cliff made his way to the oven, cranking the temperature knob and pulling out the only cookie sheet they 
owned. He dumped the fries out and a thought occurred to him. He turned to see James and Lars and their 
version of a mexican standoff. 


"You guys get ketchup?" 


Lars reached into the bag next to him and pulled out the bottle of Hunt's. He cocked his head at James and 


stuck out his tongue. 


James dropped the bag he was holding onto the floor. An audible crack of the 89 cent carton of eggs at the 


bottom resounded. James stalked out, down the hall and slammed his bedroom door shut. 


Lars scrambled for the dropped bag. He didn't even have to look inside. At the top of his lungs he screamed. 


"You owe me a fucking dollar, fucking Hetfield!" He shook the ketchup bottle towards the hallway. 
"BY cents, asshole.” Came a muffled scream. 
"Heyl" Cliff stepped up and took the ketchup from Lars’ outstretched hand. "Hey, don't do that." 


Cliff set the bottle down carefully on the table. He sat down at the table and lit another joint. He pushed the 
ketchup back and forth as he toked. 


"You can't shake it man. It stirs up all that tomato-ee taste." 
"Fuck OFf" Lars stalked out, down the hall and slammed his bedroom door shut. 
"What?" Cliff asked, he took a drag of his joint. 


It was twenty minutes before Cliff realized the fries were still on top of the stove. 


